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So within lists my ranging mind hath brought
That now beyond myself I list not go:
Myself am centre of my circling thought,
Only myself I study, learn, and know.

I know my body *s of so frail a kind
As force without, fevers within, can kill;
I know the heavenly nature of my mind,
But 'tis corrupted both in wit and will.

I know my Soul hath power to know all things,
Yet is she blind and ignorant in all;
I know I am one of Nature's little kings,
Yet to the least and vilest things am thrall.

I know my life 's a pain and but a span,
I know my Sense is mockt with every thing:
And, to conclude,- I know myself a MAN,
Which is a proud, and yet a wretched thing.

OF THE SOUL OF MAN AND THE IMMORTALITY THEREOF

THE lights of heaven, which are the World's fair eyeSj
Look down into the World, the World to see;
And as they turn, or wander in the skies,
Survey all things that on this centre be.

And yet the lights which in my tower do shine,
Mine eyes which view all objects, nigh and far,
Look not into this little world of mine,
Nor see my face wherein they fixed are.

Since Nature fails us in no needful thing,
Why want I means my inward self to see?
Which sight the knowledge of myself might bring
Which to true wisdom is the first degree.

That Power which gave me eyes the World to view,
To see myself infused an inward light
Whereby my Soul, as by a mirror true,
Of her own form may take a perfect sight,